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To  The  Clouds 

There  are  fluffy  clouds  of  creamy  white 

Sailing  on  the  seas  of  blue  before  the 
night, 

Making  all  the  sky  a })eaceful  loveliness, 

Lending  to  the  earth  a brighter  ha])])i- 
ness. 

There  are  also  tiny  cloudlets,  like  a flock 
of  sheep. 

O’er  the  calm  and  heavenly  meadows, 
grazing  ’fore  their  sleep. 

There  are  also  clouds  of  gloomy  gray 

Hovering  o’er  the  sky  on  a rainy  day. 

The  black  thunder  clouds  of  summer 
time. 

Marching  o’er  the  stormy  streets  on 
high 

Make  us  tremble  and  fear  the  harshness 
of  their  attack; 

But  the  elouds  we  like  the  best 

Are  the  clouds  ^iiose  silver  linings 

To  the  earth  their  happiness  are  sending. 

Ellen  Early  ’81 


E TO  P 


Storm 

'nu‘ri''s  ji'oinjr  to  In*  i\  stoi'iii  you  say? 
And  1 soMU'liow  f(  ('!  it  too. 
lOvcn  if  it  \\(‘r(“irt  for  tin*  tlircatcniiyu: 
clouds 

1^'illinu'  the  west,  like  black  sails  of  pi- 
rate ships, — 

I'iVen  if  it  weren't  for  the  slight  rustlini>- 
in  the  tree  tops. 

To  whom  a frail,  smaller  hree/.e, 

A traitor  to  the  darker,  sterner  winds, 
Whispers  a warninji'  to  hold  on  ti^ht 
Because  there's  aoino-  to  he  a hurricane. 
Even  then  I would  somehow  know  there 
was  aoiiya  to  he  a storm 
By  a sudden  flash,  and  an  echoing-  roar 
From  the  black  sails  of  the  ))irate  shii)s. 
I low  foolish  to  begin  firing  already. 
They  ought  to  know  they  can’t  hurt  us 
When  they  are  so  ^ery  far  away. 

It  must  be  they  are  showing  off. 

But  I will  at  least  say  this  for  them, — 
They  are  certainly  making  a most  im- 
})ressive  display 

iVnd  they  are  drawing  near  at  an  amaz- 
ing rate. 

1 think  we  shall  he  attacked  presently — 
I’d  better  come  in,  you  say? 

Why?  What's  there  to  be  afraid  of? 
.And  I laugh  to  think  of  a wind  big- 
enough  to  harm  me. 

But  a minute  later  I stoj)  laughing 
.\s  1 see  one  of  the  younger  trees, 

AVho  must  have  laughed  at  a warming 
too. 

Pushed  over  into  the  arms  of  a fright- 
ened pine 

By  a dark  gale  which  has  suddenly  ar- 
rived. 

From  inside,  1 see  great  sheets  of  w ater 
fall, 

Forming  uncertain  curtains  all  around 
us. 

They  were  riding  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
stronger  winds. 

But  they  must  have  struggled  loose 
somehow" 

And  they  fall,  w-hining,  to  the  shudder- 
ing earth. 

But  when  it  is  all  o\er,  a rainbow 
Comes  out  against  the  retreating-  black 
.Vnd  radiates  her  shy  a})ology. 

And,  for  the  time  at  least,  we  forgive. 

F.  Oakes  '.‘H 


EAST  TO  WEST 


The  young-  man  slumpeci  do-wm  in  the 
saddle,  and  \vii)ed  the  beads  of  perspir- 
ation off  his  slumped  forehead.  Boy! 
but  it  was  hot!  As  the  young  slim  rid- 
er rode  along  on  the  black  colt,  his 
thoughts  crejit  hack  to  his  home  again. 
After  all,  he  told  himself,  it  wasn’t  Ids 
fault  because  he  wois  leaving  his  loved 
ones  behind.  Hadn’t  his  own  father 
called  him  a low-down  coward  and  a 
thief?  Hadn’t  his  friends  shunned  him, 
when  they  had  met  him  on  the  streets? 
Yes,  it  was  going  to  be  too  hard  for 
him,  for  his  name  was  worth  little  to 
those  who  knew  him,  because  of  a pris- 
on term  that  he  had  served.  He  had 
served  the  time  in  prison  for  the  trou- 
ble in  which  his  younger  brother  had 
been  involved.  Even  while  in  prison 
his  father  had  come  to  see  him  only 
once.  Tim,  his  younger  brother  had 
visited  him  many  times,  and  had  tried 
to  persuade  him  to  let  him  serve  the 
time,  to  pay  for  the  disaster  that  he 
had  brought  about,  but  he  had  only 
answered. 

“No,  Tim,  you  have  only  one  more 
year  at  college.  If  it  leaks  out  that 
you  were  to  blame,  you  would  not  be 
able  to  continue  your  studies,  nor  to 
complete  your  course.  Perhaps,  some 
day  you  can  pay  me  back.” 

Milt  Barrows  recalled  how  the  tears 
had  streamed  down  Tim’s  face,  as  he 
spoke  those  words  to  him. 

Then  too,  there  was  his  little  sweet- 
heart, June  Dawes.  She  had  believed 
that  he  was  innocent,  when  others  had 
turned  against  him.  Mother  and  June 
had  been  the  only  ones  to  kiss  him  fare- 
well before  he  started  West. 


If  one  could  have  seen  Milton  Bar- 
row’s face,  he  would  have  seen  a sor- 
rowful expression.  Around  his  sunken 
eyes  were  black  circles.  In  place  of 
the  glistening  blue  eyes  that  had  been 
there  a year  ago,  were  dark  cold  blue 
eyes.  His  golden  colored  curly  hair 
made  him  look  (juite  handsome,  al- 
though it  had  not  been  combed  for 
many  days. 

Milt  rode  into  a small  canyon.  How 
different  the  air  was  from  that  back 
East.  Already  he  felt  like  a new  man. 
He  came  to  a small  creek,  which  mean- 
dered down  through  the  canyon.  Here 
he  bathed  his  face  in  the  cool  water, 
and  moistened  his  dry  lips.  Milt  pat- 
ted his  horse’s  back  and  spoke  sooth- 
ing words  to  him. 

“What  do  you  think  about  tbe  place, 
Nudger?  Shall  we  camp  here  for  the 
night  ?” 

'I’he  horse  nudged  his  nose  against 
Milt’s  face.  Because  of  this  habit  of 
whinnying,  he  had  named  him  “Nudg- 
er.” 

After  looking  over  the  place,  he  un- 
saddled the  horse  and  built  a fire.  It 
was  not  long  before  the  bacon  sent 
forth  a pleasant  odor.  Suddenly  he 
heard  the  horse  whinnying.  As  he 
looked  around,  he  saw  three  husky  men 
with  guns  strapped  around  their  hips, 
approaching  him.  Were  these  men 
enemies  or  friends?,  he  asked  himself. 

“Stranger  around  these  parts?”  were 
the  words  one  of  the  men  muttered. 

Milt  stared  at  him,  but  said  nothing. 

“Well,  you  low  down  coward,”  he 
exclaimed.  Haven’t  you  got  a tongue?” 
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Tlu*  color  in  Mill's  face  seemed  t»> 
c-han,ii(*  to  a deep  red.  llis  exes  were 
Iil<e  pin  ]>oints  as  he  .alared  at  tlu*  man 
for  a moment.  lie  recalled  tlu'  day 
that  his  father  had  \ittered  those*  very 
.same  \vords. 

Without  another  moment  of  hesita- 
tion he  l('a])ed  for  the  hnlhy  mass  of 
man  lu'fore  him.  h'ists  flew  fast  for  a 
few  moments,  hut  finally  Milt  landed 
a i)uneh  ujmn  the  man's  nose  that 
sent  him  s]>rawlin^>:  to  the  ground.  'I'ln* 
bearded  man  raised  himself  ii])on  his 
elbow  and  muttered, 

“Lad,  1 a]U)lo»ize  for  what  I said, 
you're  a real  man.  I hoj^e  there  will 
he  no  hard  feelinas  between  us.” 

-Vfter  heliuuir  the  man  to  his  feet, 
Milt  went  on  i)reparin^>-  the  meal.  'While 
doing-  so,  he  engaged  in  a conversation 
with  the  bearded  man.  As  soon  as  he 
had  told  the  man  his  name,  a puzzled 
ex))ression  erossed  the  man's  face. 

“AVhy  son,”  he  exclaimed,  “you’re  the 
man  that  had  your  name  and  idioto- 
graph  on  every  i)age  in  the  new,spapers 
for  some  sort  of  trouble  yon  were  in- 
volved in  back  East.” 

“Yes,  I'm  the  man,”  ]Milt  muttered 
will  a slow  drawl. 

As  he  gazed  at  the  ground,  he  asked 
himself  if  the  whole  country  had  heard 
of  his  crime?  'Would  the  news  soon 
S])read  that  he  had  gone  AVest? 

To  Milt  these  men  were  very  differ- 
ent from  those  back  home.  Their  hab- 
its seemed  very  queer,  and  they  spoke 
but  a few  words  to  him. 

Suddenly  he  was  awakened  from  his 
dream  by  tbe  slow  drawling  words  of 
his  companion. 

“Are  you  going  to  enlist  for  the 
War?” 

“War!  what  war?”  Milt  exclaimed. 

“Haven't  you  heard  of  how  the  Unit- 
ed States  has  declared  war  on  Ger- 
many? AVhy,  she  has  been  fighting  for 
three  months.” 

“Boy!  what  a break!  I'll  join  today 
if  possible,”  exclaimed  Milt. 

To  bis  surprise  the  man  drew  forth 
from  his  ]iocket,  a pink  colored  sheet 
of  paper.  “Sign  this  and  you  will  be 
in  F'ranee  before  tbe  month  is  over.” 

He  later  ex]ilained  to  Milt  that  he 
was  a de))uty  marshal. 

It  was  mid-afternoon,  two  weeks  lat- 
er that  Milt  Barrows  was  writing  a 
letter  home  to  his  jiarents.  It  was  very 
brief,  and  read  as  follows: 

“It  has  been  many  days  since  you 
have  heard  from  me.  I am  now  sailing 
for  France  to  fight  for  the  American 


cause.  I*erha|)s  I can  clear  my  naim* 
ill  this  \\;ir.  As  I ha\c  had  some  ex- 
lierienee  in  flying,  I ha\e  enlisti'd  in  a 
flying  Mpiadnm.  ,\fter  this  dr(*adful 
\\;ir  is  ()\(‘r,  and  if  death  has  not 
elaiiiK'd  me,  I am  coming  hoiiK*  to  see 
you,  motlu'r  dear.  It  will  s(‘em  like 
old  times  to  lu*  with  'I'ini  again.  If 
little  , I line  Daw  es  will  have  im*  for  a 
husband  my  journey  in  si-areb  of  hap- 
piness  will  be  completed.  Bb'ase  writo 
to  me  and  ask  dune  to  write  also. 

^'oiir  loving  son, 

Milton  Burroughs.” 

After  arriving  in  h'ranee.  Milt  was 
(jiiartered  with  the  fl_\  ing  sipiadron.  'riu- 
men  were  all  young,  and  all  of  them 
faced  danger  with  a smile.  'I'he  first 
day  Milt  jiatroled  a small  section, 
two  miles  from  the  front.  It  was  on 
this  flight  that  he  brought  down  his 
first  two  jilanes.  It  was  not  long  be- 
fore Milt's  comrades  looked  upon  him 
as  a hero,  for  at  the  end  of  the  first 
month  he  had  scored  a victory  over 
ten  enemy  jilanes.  Milt  was  soon  a)>- 
pointed  to  the  head  of  his  sijuadron. 
Even  though  he  was  an  American, 
these  fliers  did  not  show  the  least  bit 
of  jealousness  towards  him.  'I'he 
French  and  British  were  like  brothers 
to  him. 

It  was  four  days  before  the  Armis- 
tice was  signed,  that  Milton  near- 
ly met  his  doom.  He  had  been  sent 
out  on  a lone  patrol.  Ujion  returning 
to  his  sipiadron  he  engaged  in  a fierce 
combat  witb  four  enemy's  ]ilanes.  He 
fought  them  for  what  seemed  like 
weeks  and  would  have  been  defeated, 
if  it  bad  not  been  for  a little  nb'ne 
which  entered  the  battle.  The  ])ilot  of 
this  ]-)lane  fought  very  hard  until  his 
])lane  was  shattered.  Milt  noticed  that 
the  jiilot  was  storming  bullets  into  a 
Fokker,  when  another  Fokker  came 
down  behind  the  young  jiilot's  plane. 
'I'liis  plane  was  unobserved  by  the  ]iilot 
and  suddenly  without  a minute's  notice 
he  saw- the  young  pilot  gasp  for  breath, 
for  a bullet  had  hit  a vital  sjiot. 

'NVhat  a game  ])ilot!  He  had  saved 
Milt’s  life,  but  was  ])aying  for  it  witli 
his  own.  After  the  battle  Milt  head- 
ed home  with  his  thoughts  centered 
u]mn  the  bravery  of  the  dead  lulot. 
Already,  news  of  this  battle  bad  been 
flashed  across  the  front.  The  victory 
had  gone  to  a pilot,  who  was  unable 
to  claim  it. 

Milt  noticed  an  uneasiness  among 
the  men.  'I'hey  stood  by  and  stared 
at  him.  What  had  he  done  to  make 
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these  men  aet  like  this?  He  sj'toke  of 
the  bravery  of  the  yoiin^i’  jiilot,  but 
they  turned  tlieir  ii’aze  to  the  floor. 

'Fhree  days  later,  the  men  were  ^^et- 
tinii'  ready  to  sail  for  home.  As  Milt 
was  ))uttina,-  on  his  gloves  a messenger 
entered  his  room,  and  handed  him  a 
letter.  He  glanced  over  it  hurriedly, 
then  he  read  it  aloud: 

“You  have  served  your  country  very 
faithfully.  You  are  now  to  learn  that 
it  was  your  brother  Tim,  who  met  his 
death  over  the  battlefields  of  France 
while  assisting  you.  Tim  confessed  be- 
fore he  entered  the  army  that  it  was 
he  who  should  have  taken  the  blame  for 
the  crime  tliat  was  committed  back 
Fast,  but  we  have  nothing  against  this 
brave  lad,  for  be  died  fighting  for  his 
country,  and  for  the  love  of  a brother. 
So  your  name  is  cleared  of  all  guilt.” 
Milt  could  not  read  any  more,  for 
his  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  as  he  buried 


his  face  in  his  arms.  He  walked  slow- 
ly out  the  door  and  looked  towards 
heaven  and  sobbed  aloud. 

“Tim,  old  boy,  I know  you’re  ba])py 
for  what  you  have  done  for  me.  May 
God  forgive  you  for  tbe  wrong  you 
committed  in  your  younger  days.” 

Milt’s  flight  commander  stepped  up 
beside  bim  and  exclaimed,  “Cheer  up. 
Milt,  you’ll  soon  be  home  with  your 
loved  ones.” 

“Yes,  re]flied  Milt,  as  he  thought  of 
the  loving  letters  his  sweetheart,  June 
Dawes  had  sent  him,  telling  him  that 
she  was  vaiting  for  him  to  come  home 
and  make  her  hapjiy,  and  also  the  let- 
ter from  his  father  asking  him  forgive- 
ness. 

“Let’s  go  Milt,  or  we  will  be  late.” 

So  arm  in  arm  they  strode  down  to 
the  dock,  while  their  voices  rang  out 
the  sweet  melody  of  “Home  Sweet 
Home”. 


BLOOD  WILL  TELL 


I was  utterly  surprised  that  Harry 
would  do  such  a thing.  If  anyone  had 
told  me  that  he  had  done  such  a thing 
I would  have  knocked  him  down.  But 
I had  just  seen  the  deed  performed 
right  before  my  eyes,  and  I couldn’t 
very  well  disbelieve  my  own  eyesight. 
Yet  it  seemed  impossible  that  a boy 
with  his  bringing  up,  could  stoop  so 
low.  Goodness  knows  I had  done  my 
best  to  bring  him  up  as  a good  citizen, 
and  this  was  all  the  good  that  had  come 
out  of  my  pleadings,  exhortations  and 
commands!  My  boy  a pickpocket,  a 
common,  ordinary  thief!  I shut  my 
eyes  and  turned  slowly  away.  Dragging 
my  weary  feet  along,  I plodded  home- 
ward. I would  not  accuse  him  at  all 
but  I hoped  he  would  make  a confes- 
sion to  me. 

When  I reached  home,  I sank  into 
a chair  with  a feeling  that  everything 
was  lost.  The  boy  had  as  nice  a home 
as  I could  afford.  It  had  been  a bard 
task  to  try  to  keep  up  the  air  of  cheer- 
fulness and  comfort  after  his  mother’s 
death,  but  I had  thought  that  I had 
succeeded  very  well.  Picking  up  a pa- 
per, I tried  to  read,  but  everything  was 
blurred.  After  drying  my  eyes,  I tried 
to  read  again.  This  time  visions  of 
my  boy  kept  appearing  before  my  face. 
I flung  the  paper  away  in  despair, 


sprang  from  my  chair  and  began  pac- 
ing the  room. 

Suddenly  I halted  my  regular  pac- 
ing. I listened  more  carefully.  Yes, 
it  was  my  boy's  voice.  But  such  a 
hearty,  gay  voice.  Had  he  no  feeling 
or  repentance  for  the  act  that  he  had 
just  committed?  Well,  I would  give 
him  a chance  to  tell  me  all,  if  he  did 
not — but  I dared  not  think  that  far. 
Footsteps  sounded  on  the  stairs,  run- 
ning footsteps,  light  and  hai)py.  I 
calmly  seated  myself  in  a chair  and 
composed  my  features.  I would  give 
him  no  indication  that  I had  seen  him 
commit  his  low  deed.  He  burst  into 
tbe  room,  his  eyes  shining.  I sat 
stunned.  Was  this  attitude  that  my 
boy  would  take? 

“Dad,”  he  cried  excitedly,  “ I just^ 
earned  five  dollars.”  Earned  it!  I 
groaned  inwardly,  but  showed  no  signs 
of  it. 

“I  saw  a man  steal  another  man’s 
pocket-book,  so  I stole  it  from  the 
tbief  and  gave  it  back  to  the  man.  He 
was  so  delighted,  that  he  gave  me  five 
dollars  for  my  good  work.”  For  a 
moment  I said  nothing,  then  to  my 
son’s  surprise,  I rose  from  my  chair 
and  tenderly  enfolded  him  in  1113^  arms. 
To  think  that  I had  suspected  nyv  son 
of  being  a thief! 

— F.  M.  ’31. 
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AN  AFTERNOON  CALL  ON  MRS.  MASSACHUSETTS 


WO  ;iro  this  no;it,  whito  ))I;ioo. 
('om(‘  l(‘t's  iio  lip  tho  st oMO-w.il k when' 
cosmos  intorl.ici' 

W’ith  (hihlias,  and  hollyhocks  arcct  ns 
too. 

Fin  sure  she'll  he  so  "lad  to  see  you. 
.\h.  let's  ]>ans(‘  hen*  hefore  tlu*  doorway 
.\nd  i>a/.e  around  at  what  seems  a 
scene  of  yesterday. 

.Inst  the  riiiht  amount  of  shade  and 
sunshine  on  the  smooth  ^rreen 
Don't  you  h.df  exjieet  .an  old-fashioned 
staae  coach  to  enter  the  scene? 
Mrs.  Massachusetts  certainly  must  have 
])ride  in  her  homestead. 

M’hv  she's  worked  for  this  ever  since 
she  was  wed. 

1 hear  her  footstep.s-  yes,  she'll  come 
herself — - 

All  snowy  hair,  hut  eomjdexion  fresh, 
and  figure  neat. 

In  sjdte  of  all  her  early  hardships  she 
never  lost  her  manner  sweet. 

She  must  he  untyin.a’  her  a]>ron  string's. 
I much  iirefer  this  knocker  to  a bell 
that  rin^is 

And  startles  all  sleeping-  ahosts  dream- 
in.a  of  bya’()ne  fates. 

Xow  may  I introduce  Mrs.  Massachu- 
setts to  y()u,  Mrs.  States. 

We've  come  to  call  for  Mrs.  States 
feels  as  if  she  knew  you  well. 

For  we  so  often  of  your  famous  sons 
do  tell. 

But  I supjiose  you  still  think  of  them 
as  just  “Tlie  Boys," 

-\nd  picture  them  not  with  books  but 
with  toys — 

Can’t  you  remember  how'  John  Green- 
leaf  learned  to  mend  his  own  Imots? 
.\nd  Henry  Thoreau  was  so  fond  .if 
collectin.a  herbs  and  roots? 
M'illiam  Cullen  early  earned  his  fame 
with  a poem. 

For  his  wit  Oliver  'Wendell  w^as  paid 
in  coin. 

.Vnd  didn't  Ralph  'Waldo,  too,  give  his 
sermons  with  pen? 

.Vnd  .Tames  Russell  certainly  did  enough 
for  ten. 

Snow!  Snow! 

Snow ! sifted  by  the  silent  winds  to  its 
resting-  place — 

Snow!  covering-  the  cold  earth’s  rugg-ed 
face — 

Snow!  Snow!  Snow!  flung  down  through 
tlie  vastness  of  S]iace — 

Snow ! 'Warm  snow ! bringing  smiles  to 
each  little  child’s  iijiturned  face. 

M.  Jillson  ’30. 


Oh,  our  family  ? doing  v(-ry  nicch  , 
th.ink  you. 

"Vou  know'  \\v  followed  your  examiilc 
t oo 

.And  s('nl  them  trotting  e;irly  to  school. 
In  dlsci])line  .dso  w (‘  followed  your 
riile. 

A'ou  stil  read  as  much  as  ever  really, 
how- 

A’ou  do  so  many  things  1 could  never 
see — 

A'our  family  sewing  and  baking. 

Oh,  is  this  a )iart>  frock  you’re  making 
l-'or  .Vmy  IToston’s  daughter,  now  in 
college? 

vSo  .lunior  is  using  his  knowledge, 
.Vp]irenticed  in  his  father’s  law  firm. 
Rememher  how  grave  their  grandfather 
wa.s — and  stern! 

I heard  from  Beth  Berkshire  the  other 
day. 

She  w-ants  us  to  be  sure  to  come  up  her 
way. 

Isn’t  it  just  like  her  to  love  the  hills? 
A"ou  know,  she  makes  poetry  from 
rocks  and  rills, 

MJiile  Sister  .Anne  must  jiaint  the  sea, 
.And  Dot  Deerfield  has  ;i  home  of  rare 
anti(]ues — ah,  me! 

She  and  Molly  Mohaw-k  keeji  boarders 
constantly. 

So  Connie  married  w-ell  you  say — 
Tobacco  fields  and  jiajier  mills  are 
made  to  pay — 

Really  they  must  be  ipiite  content. 
.Although  they  miss  the  sons  they’ve 
always  lent 

J'heir  country — every  time  she  was  in 
need. 

.Always  liberty’s  call  they  heed. 

I wonder  if  the  reason  they  cherish 
you  in  their  hearts. 

Is  because  your  ideal  from  character 
never  jiarts— 

Xow  really  we  must  be  on  our  way 
But  we’ve  so  enjoyed  our  talk — do  call^ 
on  us  some  day! 

— Bernice  Dolan  ’31. 

The  Nose 

Xoses  are  so  dilTerent — 

Some  are  long, 

And  some  are  short, 

And  some  are  of  another  sort ! 

That’s  wrong; 

But  you  know  what  is  meant ! 

M.  Jillson  ’30 
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GUILTY 

“The  French  window  ojiens  cautiously 
and  'rhoni])son  slijis  stealthily  into  the 
room.  Ilis  emjdoyiuent  as  butler  for 
Mr.  Roberts  had  made  him  ])erfeetlv 
familiar  with  the  house.  Creeping-  with 
c-at-like  tread  he  ])asses  through  the 
darkened  hall,  and  crosses  to  the  library 
door.  There  a white  chink  of  light 
sliines  through  the  keyhole.  Looking 
through  the  opening,  he  sees  the  million- 
aire a.-- lee])  in  an  easy  chair.  He  soft- 
ly o])ens  the  door,  ti])toes  across  the 
room.  He  gazes  at  the  sleeping  man, 
stabs  him  and  de]>arts.  There,  your 
honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  you 
have  heard  the  case.  What  could  he 
more  simple?  This  man,  acting  from 
motives  of  revenge,  killed  his  former 
enpiloycr  a short  time  after  losing  his 
j)osition  as  butler.  Look  at  him!  Guilt 
is  written  all  over  his  face!  See  he  is 
cringing  from  the  certain  ])unishment 
he  expects  to — “ 

“Your  honor,  I object!”  cried  the  de- 
fending attorney,  S])ringing  to  his  feet. 
“The  ])rosecuting  attorney  is  using  his 
imagination  too  freely.  lie  has  stated 
no  facts  to  l)ack  up  his  case.” 

The  prosecuting  attorney  replied,  “I 
am  merely  pre.^enting  the  case,  as  it 
stands,  I have  not  come  to  the  ]u)int 
where  I am  to  present  the  evidence.” 

“Objection  overruled,”  the  judge 
ra])pe'l  out,  “Proceed.” 

“I  ha.ve  nothing  further  to  say  at 
present,”  replied  the  prosecuting  at- 
torney. 

“The  defending  attorney  may  ])re- 
sent  his  case,”  ordered  the  judge. 

“Your  honor  and  gentlemen  of  the 
jury,”  said  the  defending  attorney, 
shuffling  his  case  ])a])ers,  “ wish  to  ]ire- 
sent  .'-ome  important  evidence.  'I'he 
defendant  was  seen  far  from  the  scene 
of  the  crime  at  the  time  of  the  murder 
b'.'  two  men  (>f  im]>eaciuible  h.onor. 
'rherefo-e  he  could  not  have  l)ce!i  th<‘ 
imirderer.  Phirthermore,  he  was  very 
friend! V with  his  enpiloyer.  and  they 
));',rted  as  friends.  His  discharge  (-ame 
l)ecam-e  the  murdered  man  did  not  need 
so  many  servants  as  before,  as  he  e\- 
])ected  to  travel  abroad.  Therefore  that 
removes  the  motive,  as  he  was  out  for 
neither  revenge  nor  robbery.  I also 
have  received  word  from  the  ])olice  in- 
vestigator that  dust  was  thickl>-  coat- 
ing the  window  sill  through  which  the 
murderer  is  alleged  to  have  entered.  A 
man  of  great  agilitv  and  athletic  build 
coidd  not  get  through  the  window  witli- 


OR  NOT 

out  disturbing  the  dust,  'riumk  you, 
your  honor,  I have  nothing  further  to 
say.” 

“The  ])rosecuting  attorney  has  the 
floor,”  anounced  the  judge. 

“Your  honor,  I wish  to  call  sonie  wit- 
nesses,” declared  the  prosecuting  at- 
torney. 

“You  may,”  declared  the  judge. 

“I  wish  to  call  Victor  Sniith,  the 
man  vho  is  said  to  have  seen  the  ac- 
cused at  the  time  of  the  murder.” 

“Your  honor,”  the  prosecuting  at- 
norney  declared. 

The  man  was  brought  to  the  stand 
embarrassed  and  stammering.  “How 
did  you  know  what  time  it  was  at  your 
meeting?”  asked  the  questioner. 

“The  accused  showed  me  his  watch. 
It  was  eleven  thirty-seven,”  the  witness 
a nswered. 

“This  was  the  time  of  the  murder,” 
muttered  the  prosecuting  attorney  un- 
der his  breath.  “Thank  you,  that  is  all 
I wish  to  sj)eak  to  the  wife  of  the  ac- 
cused.” This  was  a distinct  surprise  to 
the  courtroom  and  the  jury. 

AVhen  she  was  brought  to  the  witness 
box  the  prosecuting  attorney  asked 
after  she  was  sworn  in,  “Did  your  hus- 
band empty  your  vacuum  cleaner?” 
This  question  iirought  titters  from  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  courtroom.  The 
judge’s  hammer  rose  and  fell  three 
times  before  the  court  was  in  order.  A 
dull  red  flush  on  her  face  betrayed  her 
rising  anger. 

“Yes,  he  did.  I do  not  consider  it 
any  of  your  business,”  she  flared  u]>. 
“You  are  trying  to  send  him  to  the 
])en  agriin,”  she  continued  in  a rage. 

“Well!  M-ell ! I must  have  his  record 
looked  u]i,”  declared  the  ])rosecutor. 
“That  is  all,  thank  you.  M>11,  your 
h.onor,  this  conq)letes  my  chain  of  evi- 
dence. I have  found  out  that  the  ac- 
'"'used  has  had  a long  standing  grudge 
against  the  victim  from  their  childhood. 
It  increased  as  the  murdered  man  ])ros- 
pered,  and  the  murderer  had  a hard 
time.  A few  years  ago  the  millionaire 
took  the  accused  as  a butler,  who  im- 
mediately began  ])lotting  to  kill  his 
benefactor,  so  great  was  his  hatred.  All 
the  murder  was  carefully  ])lanned.  The 
watch  was  set  back,  and  shown  to  the 
men  who  were  on  the  stand  to  obtain 
an  alibi,  foreseeing  that  the  window 
sill  would  be  examined,  he  took  the 
dust  of  the  vacuum  cleaner  and  spread 
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it  OM  tlu'  window  sill.  1 lui\c  filso 
learned  that  the  window  sill  is  a peen- 
liar  kind.  'I'his  cannot  he  opened  from 
the  outside  except  by  a ])crson  who 
knows  the  ineehanisni.  'I'his  window  ap- 
])aratiis  was  only  known  to  inmates  of 
the  house,  llis  one  slij)  np  in  his  ])lans 
oeeurred  on  the  street.  'I’here  he  was 
seen  hy  a ])olieeman  on  his  heat.  Tlu‘ 
schedule  had  been  ehan^icd  a week  ayo, 
so  it  was  no  faidt  of  the  murderer,  lie 


had  ta  ndlia  ri/.ed  himself  with  the  po- 
li(*eman's  heat  while  he  was  a butler, 
llis  passing*-  was  noticed  h\  the  police- 
man and  set  down  in  the  re;*ister  as 
the  oidy  man  passin^>-  at  so  late  an  hour. 
A (leserii)tion  of  him  was  set  down 
in  the  hooks.  It  was  a v(*ry  well 
planned  crime,  hut 

There  is  no  need  to  tell  you  about  tin- 
rest  of  the  crime.  Suffice  to  say,  “'I'hc 
accused's  wife  is  a w’idow.” 


A Soldier  Poet  Goes  to  His 
Last  March 


Hello  buddy, — you  here  too? 

Well,  why  not?  'I'lnit's  nothin”'  new. 

^^'e  all  meet  somew  here  out  here. 

Why  not?  AVhat's  the  matter  boy?  You 
fear 

These  inms  out  there,  those  ])lanes  on 
hi”'h, 

'I'he  shootinu',  the  cries,  the  pain — to  die? 

Don't  look  so  seared,  boy ! 'ronight  you'll 
live. 

How  do  1 know?  Smile,  kid,  and  I'll 
give 

You  the  whole  story.  I know  its  true. 

Last  year  I was  here,  I saw  it  ha})j)en, 
too. 

'ro-morrow  at  dawn  we're  going  through 

Those  enemy  lines — boy,  I'm  telling  you 

It's  sure  this  time,  for  .shell  be  here. 

She’ll  lead  us  straight,  she'll  take  us 
clear 

'I'lirough  their  cold  wire — and  never  lose 
a soul. 

Yes,  lad,  at  dawn  we'll  reach  our  goal. 

You  see — Duck  kid,  this  one's  bad! 

All  right? — where  was  I?  Oh  yes,  she 
had 

Last  year,  a flaming  sword,  no  guns  to- 
night, 

And  flaming  eyes — and  armour,  ah ! so 
white 

You  coidd  see  it  shining,  miles  around, 
I know' 

The  cry  like  a thousand  bird  songs,  sweet 
and  low 

In  her  throat,  then  rising  high.  A song 
of  war. 

Yet  in  it,  i>eace — and  freedom.  I^ast 
time,  I saw' 

'I'he  enemy  crumple  like  a dam  gone 
down 

Before  the  raging  floods,  or  like  the 
dawn 

Of  the  heath  bloom  driven  by  the  wind. 
They  feared 

Her  as  she  led  us  on,  feared  her  as  she 
neared. 


Her  head  flung  back,  her  eyes  alight 
With  courage,  faith-  ;i  holy  sight 
b'or  us  to  see  with  our  weary  eyes. 

We  were  tired  of  daring  death  and  lin- 
ing lies. 

A ray  of  light  from  heaven  sent 
See  her  face— we  knew  it  meant 
Victory.  It  did,  my  lad,— and  now  to- 
night 

She  comes  again  to  bring  us  })eace — and 
right 

Four  years  we've  fought— we  ought  to 
win 

And  end  it  all— but  that's  the  sin 
Of  war  and  hell,  my  lad,  thev  last  so 

We're  fighting  still.  .Another  cry  of  ])ain. 
'I'hat’s  wrong! 

We  can't  go  on  again,  and  von — what 
say? 

Boy,  listen,  what's  that  he  cries?  I can't 
hear. 

Peace,  you  say?  What  for?  Us?  Out 
here? 

I feel  a pain,  my  head, — when  was  I hit? 
.V  while  ago — I didn't  notice,  much.  Sit 
'I'here,  my  boy,  that's  right.  V'e  won, 
ou  say.  You'll  go  home  now  - ha\  e 
some  fun; 

But  I — I’m  getting  di/.zv,  boy.  AVhat's 
that? 

You  think  there's  blood  here — on  my  hat? 
I — but  listeii ! Look  ! ^he  comes  again  ! 
See  the  armour — white,  pure  like  heaven 
Itself.  Who  are  they  with  her  now,  son? 
Don’t  look  like  that!  Bill?  But  he’s 
gone. 

John?  Dead  too.  Queer,  I think  they’re 
calling  me. 

Guess  I'll  go  to  be  with  them.  See 
You  later,  boy, — some  other  time. 

Ah,  Jeanne  d’.Arc  still  leads  (nir  line-  - 
Good  bye,  buddy — I'm  going,  too — 

AVell,  win'  not? — Death's  nothing  new! 

E.  O.  ’.'ll 


Are  the  movies  hinderiiif>-  the  trend 
of  g-eneral  reading?  This  (jiiestion 
stared  at  me  from  the  literary  jiage  of 
a popnlar  magazine.  It  attracted  my 
attention  at  once  because  it  has  been 
my  work  for  many  years  to  fiirnisli 
1 he  reading  j)nblic  of  a little  town  in 
Massachusetts  with  literary  material. 
Naturally  I was  curious  to  find  what 
others  thought  on  this  subject.  I read 
further.  This  particular  article  stati'd 
that  movies  were  decidedly  taking  the 
place  of  hooks  with  the  average  person. 
It  declared  that  in  the  romances,  ad- 
venture and  drama  on  the  .silver  screen 
jieople  were  finding  a suitable  and  sa- 
tisfying substitute  for  what  they  once 
found  in  books.  But  I had  reason  to 
doubt  this  strongly.  Why  is  it  th.it 
people,  after  seeing  a jierformance  that 
particularly  pleases  them,  \^iil  invariab- 
ly hasten  to  the  library  for  the  boolc 
on  which  the  film  was  based?  Was  it 
because  the  movie  did  not  quite  satis- 
fy their  thirst?  Then  I thought  what  a 
lienetit  it  would  be  if  the  standard  of 
liicture  plays  was  raised.  For,  most 
assuredly,  whether  or  not,  movies  take 
the  place  of  reading,  they  do  influence 
reading.  For  does  not  the  growing  boy 
who  has  just  seen  a Western  “thriller” 
excitedly  ask  for  a “cowboy”  book? 

Oftentimes,  growing  tired  of  the 
gl.imourous  deeds  of  rather  common 
licrdmen,  he  becomes  enamoured  wiih 
Philo  Vance  of  the  films  and  imme- 
diately devours  every  mystery  book  on 
the  shelves  and  another  would-be  de- 
tective is  hatched.  And  what  of  the 
little  girl  who,  enraptured  by  the  .story 


unfolded  before  her  eager  eyes,  timid- 
ly reaches  for  her  first  novel?  Then 
there  is  that  class  of  intellectuals  wlu), 
fascinated  by  the  clever  dialogue  of  a 
movie,  demand  the  original.  Oh,  there 
are  all  types.  Only  the  other  day  1 
noticefl  that  a verv  humorous  ])icfurc 
bordering  on  Jnst  ])lain  slaiistick  com- 
edy was  being  featured  at  a neighbor- 
ing theatre.  I'he  resnlt?  We  ^\•erc 
asked  where  they  could  find  the  book, 
“Min  and  Bill”. 

Everyone  will  agree  that  19.‘I0  was  a 
banner  year  for  movie  i)roductions.  'I'ln* 
“ta.lkies”  v.ere  everywhere  acclaimed 
with  enthusiasm.  Oddly  enough  1.0, ‘30 
was  the  banner  year  in  the  circulation 
of  our  books.  More  books  were  loaned 
during  the  year  than  ever  before.  Is 
that  a ])roof  that  movies  are  taking  the 
place  of  reading? 

Then,  I had  to  sto])  my  musings.  It 
V as  Saturday  afternoon  and  the  first 
troo})  of  knowledge  seekers,  represent- 
ing our  very  young  set,  came  tund)ling 
in,  leaving  their  books  at  my  desk  and 
then  rushing  out  to  go  to  the  movies. 
But  wait!  It  is  four  o’clock  now  and 
the  little  readers  are  back  after  their 
entertainment  and  ex])loits  of  the 
“good  guy”  and  the  “bad  guy”  and 
studiously  hunting  for  a good  book 
and  just  as  earnestly  creating  con- 
fusion on  all  the  shelves.  And 
Abie  Cohen  of  the  serious  brown  eyes, 
with  raised  hand  asks  for  “Uncle 
Sam’s  Log  Cabin”.  Once  more  Har- 
riet Beecher  Stowe  talks  to  young 
America. 
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SCHOOL  NOTES 


The  Netop  Dance 
X<)\ I'lnlu'r  7, 

In  lu'h.ilt  of  th(‘  X('t()|»  Hoard,  I liopc' 
that  > oil  didn't  uet  lu'alcMi  loo  liadh 
at  hridiii'.  that  tlu*  cid{‘r  didn't  make 
yon  sick,  nor  spill  and  spoil  your  dress. 
t!iat  O'Hara's  orclicstra  jileascd  yon 
that  \(  nr  donc;linnt  didn't  sMp  and  roll 
conspit'nonsly  out  into  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  that  he  with  whom  yon 
wislied  to  dance  came  and  asked  von, 
tlu'.t  \’ou  ac'-epted,  that  you  enjoxed  the 
number,  “How  Dry  I Am"  otTered  h'.' 
^’ir.l>•inia  and  her  tinklina;  eoektail  shak- 
er, tiuit  you  w(>re  not  troubled  with 
hayfever  or  homesickness-  in  short 
that  yen  had  a aood  time. 

The  Armistice  Program 
Xovember  10, 

As  guests  today  we  had  four  mem- 
bers of  the  loeal  ])ost  of  the  American 
Legion.  The  ])rogram  was  conducted 
by  Ch.arles  Hazelton  and  included  num- 
bers by  Evelyn  'I'uttle,  Hervev  Cole, 
Sira  Greensjian,  Dorothy  Ueli’.’ian, 
Charlotte  Brown  and  Dorothy  Trend. 

We  tlien  sat  u]i  on  the  edge  of  our 
seats  and  cheered  for  ‘Bud’  Parsons, 
w ho  broke  his  leg  recently  in  the  Cathe- 
dral ranie.  and  from  the  way  the  win- 
dows bulged,  1 haven’t  a doubt  l)ut 
wliat  lie  heard  us. 


Sophomore  Class  Officers 
The  freshmen  of  last  year  are  a real 
class  now.  They  have  chosen  their 
edas.s  officers.  It’s  a real  thrill  of  ]:>ride 
that  you  feel  when  you  can  point  out 
some  member  of  your  class  and  say, 
“There’s  our  President,’’  or  “Slie’s  our 
'r^easurcr.’’  And  so  th.at  you  may  not 
miss  tl'.at  t'nrill  I’m  going  to  name,  here, 
tlie  members  of  the  government  of  tlie 
so’phomore  class. 

President  Paul  Trudel 

\"ice-Prc\si('ent  ^Tncent  Parzick 


Secret  iry 
Treasurer 
Class  Hi.storian 


Bernice  Groga.n 
h’lvira  Prondeclci 
Forbes  Bryce 


Wish  th.eni  a long  and  pros])erous 
term,  the  next  time  \’ou  see  them. 
Sophomore  Class  Dance 


]Mil  key’s  orchestra  came  to  school 
the  other  night  to  play  th.e  o])ening 
marcli  while  the  receiving  line.  Air.  and 
Mrs.  Burke,  Miss  Chadwick,  Aliss  Ayer, 
Paul  Trudel,  Bernice  Grogan  and  Ei- 
vira  Prondecki,  welcomed  the  guests  at 
the  sophomore  class  dance. 


Thanksgiving  Day 
Xovember  2(>,  Ift.'IO. 

M’c  had  (piitc  a long  jirogram  today, 
h'rcdcrick  W’ishart,  as  chairman,  intro- 
duced .Margaret  Miller,  Martha  .^lac- 
Gillicuddy,  ()li\c  McCullough,  .''liss 
Conwa>,  Aliss  Dent,  and  IGel\n  'I'littlc, 
who  gave  a very  interesting  and  \ari(‘d 
program. 

'I'lien  as  the  hands  of  the  clock  crept 
toward  twelve  and  one  rc'sjiectively,  wi* 
heard  the  words  we  had  been  planninii’ 
on  for  week.s,  “X"o  school  'I'liursday, 
Friday,  Saturday,  or  Sunday,”  and 
then,  if  the  rest  of  you  felt  in  the 
least  the  way  1 did,  we  filed  out,  the 
most  truly  thankful  grouj)  of  students 
in  the  world. 

Our  turkey  was  good,  how  was  your.s 
— or  was  it  a chicken? 

The  Virgil  Program 
December  11,  19.‘30. 

Even  though  some  of  us  did  not,  at 
first,  understand  wdiat  it  was  all  about 
(and  I admit  I would  be  in  the  same 
predicament  had  not  the  facts  been 
stuffed  dow  n me,  with  an  endless  rod  of 
conjugations,  verbs,  adjectives,  Cicer- 
onian simeches,  Caesarian  battles,  A"ir- 
gilian  Aneads  etc.,  etc.,  etc.,)  w'e  must 
admit  that  Air.  Wrightson  succeeded  in 
his  attempt  to  give  us  something  dif- 
ferent. 

The  A'irgil  Program,  announced  liy 
Francis  Trend,  given  by  Alilford  Bak- 
er, Camille  Alacek,  Affrginia  Ca.ssidy, 
Elsie  Oakes,  and  Bernice  Dolan,  AVAS 
different,  and  more  than  that,  wdien  we 
really  did  get  into  the  swing  of  it  i‘ 
became  suddenly  interesting  and  Bo- 
man-tic. 

I for  one  am  looking  forward  to 
more  of  these  unusual  programs. 

The  Christmas  Program 
December  If),  19:30. 

There  had  been  a certain  tenseness 
in  the  air  all  day,  that  told  ns  we  wem 
going  to  lie  snrjirised,  at  the  end  of 
classes — and  we  \vere  not  disa])pointed. 

When  we  filed  into  assembly,  the  or 
chestra  was  already  seated  below  the 
long  flowing  ciraiieries  from  the  stage, 
and  when  w'e  w'ere  all  settled  it  struck 
uji  a lively  march,  led  by  Air.  AIcKirdy. 
At  the  end  of  t’le  piece  there  was  a 
sudden  scrajiing  and  creaking  of  chairs 
and  then  the  Glee  Clng  sang  three 
Christmas  carols. 

I had  begun  to  think  that  iierhajis 
these  were  as  many  sur))rises  as  ! 
could  stand  in  one  day — but  there  I 


WISE 

HMD 

0THERVI5E 


“L;uly,  Play  Your  Violin”  L.  Murphy 
“Hello,  Beautiful”  S.  Dziadziak 

“\Vould  you  Like  to  Take  a Walk” 

E.  Hughes 

“My  Ideal”  P.  Richotte 

“My  Teiu])tation”  Charging  Candy 


at  Recess 

“Milly”  M.  AVaide 

“IPs  a Lonesome  Old  Town  when 
You’re  not  Around”  J.  Mackin 

“Riverhoat  Shuffle”  D.  Teahan 

“Little  Things  in  Life”  y\.  Burnham 
“Fraternity  Blues”  D.  Jillson 


Where  Thrills  are  Found 


C.  Macek 
II.  Stotz 
E.  Parsons 
Freshmen 
B.  Dolan 
P.  Ladd 
J.  Grogan 
J.  Mackin 
Juniors 


A letter  postmarked  Phil. 

Montague 
AVriting  French  Stories 
Dancing  with  Seniors 
In  Acting 
AVhen  Dalton  is  mentioned 
Listening  to  Rudy 
Going  to  Greenfield 
Thinking  about  Prom 


Girl:  “Oh!  these  flowers  are  beauti- 
ful. I think  there’s  a little  dew  .still  on 
them.” 

Boy:  “A^es,  there  is,  hut  I’ll  pay  it 
tomorrow.” 

“The  Record” 


Teacher  (giving  a lesson  on  frac- 
tions): “Llere,  class,  is  a piece  of  meat. 
If  I cut  it  in  two,  what  shall  I have?” 
Class:  “Halves.” 

Teacher:  “And  if  I cut  it  again  in 
two  ?” 

Class:  “Quarters.” 

Teacher:  “And  if  I again  do  the 
same?” 

Class:  “Eighths.” 

Teacher:  And  if  I continue.” 

Class:  ‘Sixteenths.” 

Teacher:  “Good!  And  if  we  cut  our 
piece  once  more  in  two,  what  then 
shall  we  have?” 

Stuart  Dykes:  “Mincemeat.” 

“The  Record” 


AAdiat  ever  trouble  Adam  had 
No  man,  in  days  of  yore 
Could  say,  when  Adam  told  a joke 
“I  heard  that  one  before.” 

“Alaroon  News” 


R.  A’^assar:  “Do  you  like  fish  balls?” 
E.  hiarley:  “I  don’t  know.  I never 
attended  one.” 


Stranger:  “Isn’t  your  father  a lav'- 
yer  ?” 

Small  hoy:  “Alost  of  the  time,  but 
when  I misbehave,  he’s  a tanner.” 

“The  Record” 
Littleton,  N.  LI. 


wSome  laugh  and  grow  fat, 

Some  laugii  and  grow  thin. 

If  you  don’t  like  our  jokes. 

Try  handing  some  in. 

“The  Record” 


Beef  Kelleher,  Fran  Ahikl  and  Jim 
Mackin  think  “That  the  Bridge  of 
sighs  is  anything  a dentist  puts  in  that 
doesn’t  fit.  “That  the  Congressional 
Record  is  a new  A’^ictrola  attachment. 
That  Paul  Revere  was  the  chemist  who 
invented  the  first  night  ride.” 


My  Analyze  over  the  ocean 

My  iVnalyze  over  the  sea 

My  Analyze  over  the  ocean 

()  bring  back  my  anatomy. 


Ede  Parsons:  “In  Europe,  they  are 
now  sending  milk  by  airplane.” 

Lib  Dykes:  “A^es,  they  say  you  can 
get  it  from  Cannes  or  Cowes.” 


B.  Dolan:  “A'our  Scotch  boy  friend 
certainly  answers  letters  promptly.” 

C.  Macek:  “A>s,  I told  him  the  gov- 
ernment might  raise  the  postage  to  3c 
any  day  now. 


NKTOr 


'I'l'nchcr : "(ii\(‘  ;in  (‘xnmplc  of  period 
f'liniit  lire.” 

Student:  “W’ell,  I should  s.iy  ;iu  elee- 
t rie  eh:dr,  lu'euu'.'^'  it  ends  ;i  seideuei'.” 
“I’.d  Idinder” 

.liiuiuy:  “I  het  \ou  didn't  have  a 

liood  time  at  your  hirthday  party  ye..- 
t erday.” 

I’erey : ”( )h,  yes,  I did.” 

.timiuy:  “'I'lu'u,  why  ain't  you  siek 
t oday  ?” 

“Pat  Idinder'’ 

“Tlu're's  a widi'-awake  man  for  yon!” 
‘Lawyer,  hnsim'ssman  or  what?” 
“\detim  of  insomnia.” 

“Pathfinder” 

“Don't  er> , Sonny.  (irandpa  will 
])la_\  Indian  with  \()n.” 

“P>-hnt,  \'on  won't  d-do  any  .iiood. 
"S'-yon'i’e  sealpi'd  alrc'ady.” 

“Patlifinder” 

'I'eacdier:  “^\’hat  is  your  reason  for 
helievin;*’  the  iMnstein  theory  of  sjiaee 
over  matter?” 

Student:  “Well,  after  ^*oinf>-  to  the 
trouble  of  readin^i’  all  about  it,  it  seems 
a shame  not  to  believe  it.” 

Jndji’e:  “And  how  old  are  yon,  Ma- 
dam ?” 

Witness:  “Pm  around  80.” 

.Judge:  “So  I jiereeive.  Now,  how 
many  years  is  it  sinee  yon  got  aroninl 
it  ?” 

“Do  yon  take  mneh  exereise?” 

“Yes,  by  ,Jove.  Pm  awfully  keen 
about  it,  yon  know.  T dismissed  my 
valet  the  other  day  and  aetnally  dress 
myself  now.” 


Old  lady  (visiting  ])rison):  “Never 
mind,  my  friend,  life  is  uncertain  any- 
way. We  are  here  today  and  gone  to- 
morrow.” 

Convict:  ‘AVell,  lady  yon  may  be 
gone  tomorrow  but  T won't.” 

Miss  (on  a steamer  at  sea):  “Ca]i- 
tain,  why  do  yon  call  the  shij),  “she”? 

Captain:  “'I'wo  reasons.  It  needs  as 
mneh  paint  as  a woman  and  needs  as 
mneh  money  to  keej)  it  going.” 

“The  Record” 

'I'hey  walked  u]i  the  lane  together; 
'I'he  sky  was  covered  with  stars; 

'I'hey  reached  the  gate  in  silence; 

He  lifted  for  her  the  bars. 

She  neither  smiled  nor  thaid<ed  him. 
Because  she  knew  not  how; 

Por  he  was  only  a farmer’s  boy 
And  she  was  a .Jersey  cow. 

“Gazette” 
Lynn,  Mass. 


.\  woman  was  w.ashing  her  .\nstin 
nndm-  the  f.incct  when  it  slipiicd  from 
her  hands  .and  went  down  tlu‘  drain. 

Small  boy:  “W'hat  is  college  bred, 

poii;” 

Pop  (with  son  in  collcgi*)  : “They 
m.ikc  collcgi*  bread,  my  son,  from  the 
(lour  of  youth  aiid  tlu*  dough  of  old 

h'athcr:  “W’hy  wina*  yon  kc))!  in  at 
school  ?” 

Son:  “1  didn't  kr.ow  wl.erc  th(>  .\zorc,'- 
w(‘rc.” 

h'.athcr:  “Y'cll,  in  the  future,  jns< 
remember  where  yon  put  things.” 

b'riend  (limping):  “O-oo,  ni>  kiu'c's 
out.” 

Other  friend  (solemnl\):  “lUdter 

bring  it  in,  it  11  catch  cold.” 

History  L('etni-er:  “(’an  any  of  yon 
tell  me  what  makes  the  'I'ower  of  Pisa 
lean  ?” 

C’or])nlent  Lady:  “I  don't  know,  or 
I'd  take  some  myself.” 

Greenfield  “hyxjxment” 


“Heah  ah  sits  worryin’  bout  de  de- 
pression and  yo'  asks  me  ef  ah's  got 
a job!” 

“Fly  i)a])er?  M’hy  on  earth  are  yon 
selling  fly  jiajier  in  winter?” 

“'I'liey's  no  eom])etition  then.” 

“.Indge” 


“AVell,  when  I marry,  it  must  be  a 
man  wdth  a well  knowm  name!” 

‘AVell,  my  name  is  Smith!” 

Boy:  “"What  is  your  brother  in  col- 
lege?” 

Friend:  “A  half-back.” 

Boy:  “I  mean  in  studies.” 

Friend:  “Oh,  in  studies,  he’s  away 
back.” 

Mother  to  teacher:  “I  want  esjiecial- 
ly  for  my  boy  to  learn  Latin.” 

Teacher:  “But  Latin  is  a dead  lan- 
guage.” 

(Mother:  “Oh!  that’s  all  right.  My 
boy  is  going  to  be  an  undertaker.” 
“M'hy  is  marriage  like  a restaurant 
at  a busy  hour?” 

“One  sini])ly  grabs  something  that 
looks  nice  and  jniys  for  it  later.” 

Friend:  “W'hcre  did  yon  get  that 

black  eye?” 

Other:  “I  told  the  conductor  I was 
travelling  on  my  face  and  he  punched 
my  ticket.” 
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GREENFIELD 

May  22,  1931 

MASSACHUSETTS 

I THB  ELECTRIFIED  HOME  | 

I is  the  I 

I Home  of  Today  | 

c c 

I Home.  , . .the  finest  place  in  all  the  world. . . .a  spot  where  ease, comfort,  and  o 
= the  enjoyment  of  leisure  hours  bring  happiness.  = 

j-'  Place  your  home  in  this  comfort-enjoying  class.  Join  the  many  thousands  who 
? have  already  done  so.  You  will  value  the  convenience  and  healthfullness  of 
! Electric  Refrigeration : the  coolness  and  cleanliness  of  electric  cookery;  the 
f pleasure  and  entertainment  of  a radio.  Many  of  the  daily  household  tasks  that 
f are  now  tedious  and  tiresome  will  become  s urprisingly  pleasant  and  simple 
I through  the  use  of  electrical  labor-saving  conveniences. 

i 

j GREENFIELD  ELECTRIC  LIGHT  & POWER  CO. 

I Constituents  of 

S Western  Massachusetts  Companies 

i I 

— - — --  — - — — 
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A’  E T O V 


THE  WELDON 


GREENFIELD 


Horace  Partridge 
Company 

* ^ Everything  for  Sport*’ 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


J.  Tennyson  Seller 
Alanager 


Northeastern 


Uhe  School  of  Sngineering 

111  co-operation  with  tiniis,  oilers  ciir- 
riculums  leading  to  the  Bachelor  of 
Science  degree  in  the  following  branch- 
es of  engineering: 

CIVIL  ENGINEERING 
MECHANICAL  ENGINEERING 
ELECTRICAL  ENGINEERING 
C 1 1 EMIC  A L ENG  INEE  R ING 
IN  I)  L SERIAL  E NGINEE  RING 


College  and  School 

Athletic  Outfitters 


University 


Uhe  School  of  52usiness 

jtdministration 

Co-operating  with  business  firms,  offers 
courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  Bache- 
1(U’  of  Science  in  the  following  Helds  of 
business : 

AC^COl'NTING 
BANKING  AND  FINANCE 
BUSINESS  M AN AGEM ENT 


The  Co-operative  Plan  of  training  enables  the  studimt  to  combine  theory 
with  two  years  of  practice  and  makes  it  possible  for  him  to  earn  his  tuition  and 
a part  of  his  other  school  ex[>enses. 

Students  admitted  in  either  Se])te:nber  or  December  may  comjilete  the 
scholastic  year  before  the  following  September. 

For  catolog  or  fiitlier  iiiroriiiatioii  write  to  — 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

MILTON  J.  SCTILAGENIIAUF,  Director  of  Admissions 

Boston,  Massachusetts 
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ARTHUR  DAICNAULT 

JEROME J SHEA 

GROCERIES,  F'RLIITS 

^ 3nsnrnntt 

and  VEGETABLES 

38  Third  Street 

Quality  and  Service 

Turners  Falls,  Mass 

8 Osgood  Street 

91  Fifth  Street 

Greenfield,  Mass. 

Have  Your  Prescriptions  Coiupouuded 

AT 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

“You  Will  Feel  Better” 

Williams’  Battery  Service 

Batteries  Charged  and  Repaired 
Accessories  for  all  Cars 
Drive  In  Our  New  Garage  for  Your 

HE FA IRS 

Prompt  and  Accurate  Service 
Turners  Falls 

Frederick  D.  Sullivan 

D.  M.  D. 

DENTIST 

54  Avenue  A Tel  439-2 

— 

C.’ompliinents  of 

FREDDIE  SHULDA 

Manager  of 

E.  E.  GRAY  STORE 
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HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

62  Avenue  A 

Tlu'  Stoi  0 of  Uoo<l  Clothes 
Hats  ami  ( aps 


SKINNER  & FLACC  I 

a 

Jewelers  - Optometrists  | 

i 

Turners  Falls  Massachusetts  ^ 


I 

SHEA  THEATRE  SPA  \ 

I 

CANDY,  ICE  CREAM  = 

I 

cigarettes,  pop  corn  j 

John  L.  Honiuan  I 


:U)  N E TOP 


! 

SHUMAN'S 

j DRV  GOODS  AND 

1 KITCHENWARK 

j 

I 

('oinpliinents  of  | 

GOTTLIEB  KOCH  I 

Who  'I'ries  to  1 lave  f 

What  You  Want  in  the  Grocery  Line  | 

i COUTURE  BROS 

j I’jiiiitcis  an<l  Pa|M‘rliam»(‘rs 

f Sj)ray-(iiin  K(|ui|)im*nt 

\ Picture  Frainina-  Our  Specialty 

[ Sign  Painting 

1 Avenue  A 'I'urncrs  Fall 

FOURNIER  BROTHERS  \ 

The  Hexnll  Store  | 

Where  you  get  jiroiupt  service  ! 

Kodaks.  Filins.  2l  hour  service  in  ! 

DevelopiiiLf  and  Printiiur  1 

j 

i X-HAY 

j 

1 M.  E.  Sullivan,  D.  D.  S. 

j DENTIST 

1 Burtt  Block  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

1 

CORNER  BOOK  STORE  j 
TVPEWItn  ERS  RENTED  j 

Special  Rates  for  Students  | 

i 

1 JOHN  EQUI  i 

j ICE  CREAM,  FRUIT  AND  ' 

j CONFECTIONERY 

! Iceland  Flitters 

! 

i 

Sanford’s  Tablets  | 

i AT  ( 

HOOD'S  PHARMACY  j 

RED  BAND  CARACE 

1 \V.  S Jassidy.  Inc. 

1 HIDSON  - ESStX 

5 

g Sales  and  Service 

^ 8id  St.,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

i 41.5  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 

1 

1 i 

Compliments  of  f 

i 

j 

Beaumier  Motor  Sales  i 

Ford  dealkr  ! 

f 

‘i 

\ LENOIS  PAINT  STORE 

= Interior  Decorators 

i Work  Guaranteed 

j 157  Ave.  A Tel.  4V)5-2 

1 Turners  Falls 

I 

PLOTKIN  FURNITURE  j 
1 COMPANY  j 

(;i.ENA>OOD  RANKES  f 

i 

Turners  Falls  j 

1 
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PASTRY  OP  AL  L KIND>^ 

Our  line  is  complete 
Home-made  Candy  now  in  season 

Turners  Falls  Bakery 

HAICIS  6c  BEAUMIER 

S[)i’ingfield  Daily  Service 

LOCAL  TRIT'KING 
Phones : 

Springfield 31181 

Turners  Falls 2(5 

F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 

HARDWARE  and  SPORTING 
GuODS 

M-  BAKER 

FURNITURE  STORE 

(Quality  Plus  Service  E([uals 
Satisfaction 

Tel  171-3  Third  Street 

STEPHEN  DRACO 

CIGARS,  TOBACCO 
RADIOS  and  RADIOLAS 
Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

JAMES  A.  GUNN 

SUITS— OVERCOATS 
and 

Pressing  Service 

Turners  Falls  Alassachnsetts 

W.  L.  SALMON  & CO. 

Turners  Falls 
GENE  HAL  I.VSUHANCE 

Automobile  Insurance  for  1981 
FIRE  — LIFE  — ACCIDENT 

MILKEY’S 

JEWELER  :uid  OPTOMEI'RIST 

Turners  Falls,  IMass. 

Compliments  of 

The  lieen  iVlillinery 

and 

Clift  Sliop 

122  Ave.  A Turners  Falls 

CARNEY’S 

RESTAURANT 

CIGARS,  ClGARE'i-l’S 
CANDY 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls 

Compliments  of 

WHITEHEAD  HAT 
SHOPPE 

Rustcraft  Greeting  Cards 
Gordon  Hosiery 
Turners  Falls 

MORRISON’S  SHOE  STORE 

Shoes  For  the  Family 
First  Class  Slioe  Repairing 

“We  Guarantee  Our  Work” 

63  Avenue  A 

Turners  Falls  Mass. 
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Geo.  H.  Reed  & Co.,  Inc. 

lUiihling  Constructors 
(Jnn'uticld,  Mass. 

C.  A.  DAVIS 

Ice  Dealer 
and  Dci^uty  Slieriff 
Turners  Falls,  IMass. 

Dr.  J.  E.  Donahue 

Dentist 

171  Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

Coini)]iments  of 

Mathieu’s  Grocery 

92  Third  St.  Turners  Falls 

SHEA  BROS. 

r«'\ju*o  (hi',  and  Oils 

We  Will  ( hanji’e  Your  Oil  Any  Time 

,‘)0  1 riiird  St.  '1'unu‘is  Falls 

Compliments  of 

Montague  Potato  Chip  Co. 

W.  J.  Lapierre 


( 'ompliments  of  j 

GEM  MARKET  j 

(Oialil>  .>leaO  • Sea  F mhI  | 

! 

.1  . .1.  (Jirard,  Crop.  | 

j 

('oinplimcnls  of  I 

Schuhle's  Meat  Market  | 

|{csl  (|naiily  'teats  and  | 

Fnnisions  | 

Fourth  Street  Turners  Falls  | 

— j 


A.  H.  RIST  I 

Klliii  INsriiANX'E  j 

Notary  Public  I 

51!  Fourth  St.  'rurncis  h’tills  ! 

I 

i 


MONTAGUE  GARAGE  j 

I IK'S  illltl  AcCt‘t‘MU"i('S  I 

I.  W.  NEWTON,  Pro]i.  j 

MONTAGri-;,  ,M.\SS.  j 

j 

i 

I 

WHEN  IN  .MONT.UiPE  j 

visri'  THE  f 

I 

MONTAGUE  MARKET  i 

! 

Metiiher  of  tlie  | 

Itidopondeiit  Cirocers'  .Alii  .tice  ^ 

i 

HEO.  II  IKIA'f.E,  Pro|i.  j 

i 

i 


Be  Consistent — Patronize  the  Advertisers 
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z 

WHETHER  YOU  NEED 
SHOES 

Or  Want  Your  Old  Shoes  To 

THOMAS  BROS.  | 

Look  Like  New 

THE  COMMON  BRICK  i 

MANUFACTURERS  r 

ASSOCIATION  1 

OF  AN1ERICA  | 

C'xVLL  AT 

PFERSICK  BROS. 

STREET 

Contractors  [ 

and  [ 

Brick  Manufacturers  j 

Since  1880  | 

“TIME  WILL  TELL"  | 

Compliments  of 

J.  C.  DEANE 

Paper  Hanging — Painting 

For  Quality,  Style  and  Price  1 

Millers  Falls 

TRA^  THE  \ 

Compliments  of 

E.  E.  GRAY  STORE 

ELITE  SHOPPE  \ 

Montague 

Roger  Newton,  IManager 

TURNERS  F.ALLS 

Compliments  of 

L.  S.  FIELD 

General  Store 

Compliments  of  5 

Montague  Tel.  Greenfield  034  42 

9 

THE  SHEA  THEATRE  \ 

KARL  F.  KOCH 

Grocer 

Montague  Cdty 

D.  J.  SHEA  1 

Be  Consistent — Patronize  the  Advertisers 


A'  /<;  r <)  r 


I 


j Franklin  Radio  Store 

( 'ompliinciits  ( f 

CHARLt:S  L.  COOK 

llaiMhvan*  I’aiiils 

j Majestic— Atwater  Kent 

i Radiola 

SparHiijr  (ioods 
Millers  Falls 

1 JOH\  MACKIIS 

^ Coal,  Wood,  Ice 

^ Long  Distance  Trucking 

1 and  Moving 

1 'rd.  House*  22-'A  OtHcc  22-2 

1 :\Iill(*rs  Falls 

(’oinpliinents  of 

D.  E.  MATHEWSON 

PU  MBIX;  and  1IKATI.N(; 

Millers  Falls 

GREENFIELD  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 

For  Economy  Use  Gas 


j 

FRANKLHN  COUNTY 
LUMBER  CO. 

1 Cecil  T.  Bagnall  Go. 

I 

CURTIS  WOODWORK 

j Bank  Stationers 

GREEATMELI) 

SOUTH  DEERFIELD 

1 and 

AORTHAMPTON 

1 Commercial  Printers 

1 

Dr.  LEWIS  W.  ALLEN 

1 1 

j since  1872  [ 

1 1 

Osteopathic  Physician 
Davenport  Block 
GREENFIELD,  MASS. 

The  Advertisers  Have  Done  Their  Duty 


N E T O P 


:}5 


J.  A.  BARTLEY 

Auto  Accessories,  Gas  and  Oil,  Auto  and  Battery  Repairing 
Groceries,  Fruit,  Cigars,  Meats,  Ice  Cream 

'Pc  . G34-2  Montague,  Mass. 


Compliments  of  the 

MILLERS  FALLS 
COMPANY 

MILLERS  FALLS, 
MASS. 


\ 

i McCarthy 
I THE  CLOTHIER 

I Buddy  Serge  Suits 


Compliments  of 

The  Carroll 

Trucking  Company 

Millers  Falls,  jMass. 


Cigars,  Tobacco,  Confectionery 
Patent  Medicines 

Li,  4.  Donahue  & Co. 

.^fillers  Falls,  Mass. 

i 

i H.  L.  McCullough  & Co. 

AUTO  AND  ELECTRICAL 
SUPPLIES 

Exide  Storage  Batteries 

Millers  Falls,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 


Millers  Falls 

Be  Consistent — Patronize  the  Advertisers 


Compliinonis  of 

Hsirry  Spungin 

The  Tailor  and  Punier 
Ave.  A 'runicrs  I’aHs 

Greenfield  Floral  Co. 

Say  1 1 illi  Oiir  FI"U(‘?  s 

1 (Hi  A v(‘.  A , Turners  Falls 
1 Tel.  511-2 

1 1 Federal  St.,  (Ireenlield 
Tel.  135-W 

Compliments  of 

Girard  & Carter 

Dry  Goods 

Turners  Falls,  ]\[ass.  j 

Payne’s  Leather  Store 

IF  IT'S 

“LEATHER” 

WI-;  IIAVIC  IT 

()0  Federal  St.  (Ireenlield 

George  Morreauj  Jr. 

Busses  For  Hire 

J.  6.  Kennedy 

P^ourth  Street  Turners  P^alls 

PLUMBING,  TINNING 

Compliments  of 

AND  STEAM  FITTING 

F.  A.  Lane  Co.,  Inc.  \ 

Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

:i7  Tllllil)  STliEET 

IStIPP  BROS. 

Shoes  and  Hosieiy 

Compliments 

Avenue  A Turners  P'alls 

of 

Compliments  of 

Greenfield 

Turners  Falls  Inn 

Laundry  Co. 

Be  Consistent — Patronize  the  Advertisers 


